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To Lord BUCKHORSE. 


* HILE you, my Lord, great Drurys Weal ſuſtain, 


Light ev'ry Walk, and open all the Lane, 
With Strength of Arm plead Black- bey Alley's Cauſe, 
Adorn with Manners, and improve with Laws; 
Much would the Public ſuffer from the Song 

That dar'd, O Bucxnosss, to detain thee long. 


When Alla's warlike Sons of Yore, 
Held ſage Debate on Tyber s Shore, 


* Vide Hon. Epil. 1. Lib. 2. Cum lot ſuftineas, &c. 
B e 
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(6) 
A patriot Captain of Banditti 
Was made their Chairman of Committee, 
And plann d great Rome's imperial City : 
Where now, inſhrin'd among. the Gods, 
With Joy he views, from Heav'n's Abodes, 
Meek Cardinals, and holy Fryars, 
For Learning fam'd, and chaſte Deſtres, 
Seaſon the tender Minds of Youth 
With Virtue, Liberty, and Truth : 
Like him conſign'd to glorious Reſt 
Amid the Regions of the Bleſt, 
No leſs, in theſe degen'rate Days, 
A pious Knight demands our Praiſe, 
Who, from an ardent Love of Knowledge, 
Bequeath d his Wealth to found a College. | 


And much we wiſh, my Lord, that you 


Such bright Examples would purſue,, 
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„ 
Build here ſome noble rich Foundation, 
And form a Plan of Education 
To mend the Morals of the Nation; 
Viſit yourſelf your own Aſylum, 
Statutes and wholſome Laws, compile em : 
Nor ſuffer Biſhops to embroil 'em ; 


Correct their Manners, not ſo gently 
As Fame reports of Doctor B-nTL-v, 


But at th' Election of their Stewards 5 

Accept, my Lord, my Thoughts in few Words: 
If ſome important dull Logician, 

Smit by the Dzmon of Aztbition:: - 

In pedant Politics officious | 

For Machiavel quits Burgerſdicius; 

Or like the great Men's Nomenclator 


Tou TuzzuLeNT, that meddling Prater, 
With 
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F 
With Pertnefs, Pride, and Meanneſs join'd 
8 To vacant Head, and reſtleſs Mind, 


O'er theſe calm Realms, whence Science ſprings, 
Bids Diſcord wave her baleful Wings, 


Theſe bleſt Abodes in Ferment puts 


l Give him a Driver in the Guts, 
| And make ſuch factious, ill-bred Chuckles, 
Revere the Influence of your Knuckles ; 
Thus all their Feuds and Tumults quell, 
And Peace reſtore to 1/rae] : 
So may the Swans of Camus raiſe 
Their tuneful Throats to chaunt thy Praiſe, 


* Granta her Liſt of Worthies crowning 


With Names of Bucxrorss and of Downins. 


* Vide Commem, Benefact. 


Bacchus 


1 


* Bacchus, when India was o'ercome, 
And War compos'd by Wine and Rum, 
(Which, you'll confeſs yourſelf, my Lord, 
Is better far than Fire and Sword) = 
To Egypt went, as rich as thoſe 

Who've ſeiz d a Nabob by the Noſe; 

And there, as ancient Bards relate, 
Purchas'd a ruin'd Squire's Eſtate; 
Rubb d up the Family Chateau, 

Whoſe Front three Window-Lights could ſhew=— 
— The reſt were dark ned long ago: 

There ſoon, by Jollity and Bounty, 

Gain'd Int'reſt both in Town and County; 


Vid. Dionyſ. de ſitu Orbis, lin. 1155. 


'C | \Cur'd 
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5 
Cur'd an old May'r of drinking Water, 
Sung Catches with his Wife and Daughter, 
Sent Ven'son, which was kindly taken, - 
* And Woodcocks, which they boil'd with Bacon ; 


Created honorary F reemen, 


Gave Toaſts, and ſwallow'd more than three Men, 
ns; from: fatherly Affection, 1 85 
To ev'ry Voter his Protection, 
Sot drunk, and carry d his Election; 
A Work, my Lord, which all the World, next Vear, 
Expect from you, and many a Patriot Peer. 
Pol LUX, my Lord, and Cas rox too, 
Were Bruiſtrs both -renown'd like you, 


5 8 
, * Quaqs ipſe miſerrima vidi. Virg. 


6 
Were known at Cockpits, Fairs, and Races, 

And bore their Links at public Places; 
Now turn'd to heav'nly Conſtellations, 
Purſue their ancient Occupations : | 
Yet all theſe Heroes grew dejected, 
When Favours they in Life ex pected, 
Due to their Merits, were neglected: 

For as our Eyes from far ſurvey, 
Well-pleas'd, the glorious Lamp of Day, 
Whoſe near approaching Lines of Light 
ö 0 O'erpow'r and wound our aching Sight; 
80 Virtue, which offends when near, 
Plac'd at a Diſtance we derbe, 

And Patriots never, till remov'd, 


Or quite extinct, are prais'd and lov d. 


Een 


(62 
Een He who cover'd with the Hide is 
Of Lion ſlain, the great Alcipxs, 
Who cruſh'd the Hydra, and, what's more, 
Subdu'd a Dragon and a Boar, 
(Worſe than the Beaſt who ravag'd long 
The peaceful Vales of Gevaudan) 
| Who clear'd the Mews of King Ave as; 
Stupendous Work and made ſo free as 
Io kick ſuch Jockeys from his Stable, 
As now, by gambling Tricks, are able 
To treat whole Boroughs at their Table; 
Who, when a Child in Cradle laid, 
On Necks of Snakes 0 Strcogh dips, 


od * Pauſan. in Eliacis, Plin, Lucian, &. 


Roaſt 


1 
t Roaſt Beef, inſtead of Pap, would cram, 
* Like Giant Boy of Willinghanr ; 
From which ſuch Vigour was created, 
+ He cuf d the Maid that on him waited, 
And after that, to prove his Might, 
Got fifty Children in a Night: 
| E'en He, for all his 0 Labours, 
Was damn'd and hated by his Neighbours, 
And ev'ry Monſter overthrown, 
Found Envy tam'd by Death alone. 
On Thee, while yet alive, great Sir, 
Maturer Honours we confer : 


+ Vid. Theocrit, Idyll. 23. | | 
Vid. Philoſ. Tranſact. . 6 | 1 
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rt Turd H,. intolerabile vero jaculum verealſs Mulieres. 


Pind. Od. Nem. r. lin. 71. Oxon, Edit. 
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( 24 ) 
My Muſe is ready to make Oath, 
And ſwear by Gods and Altars both, 
We ne'er have "20 , or Cer ſhall ſee, 


A Patriot ſo renown'd as thee. —— 


Oh! on the Swan's broad Pennons could I ſoar, 


As erſt the Latian Bard, new Tracts explore 
Oer Afric's Plains, o'er Hyperborean Shore 


And Aja's wide Domain! Ve facred Nine, „ 


Daughters of Jovx, forſake the Throne divine, eit 


Bear me, O bear me on; your airy Wings | 
To Twit nam laurel Groves; and ſil ver Springs, 
Where erſt the Sage, mid Thames's liſt ning Swains, 


Attun d th Horatian Lyre to Britiſb Strains; 


* 5 
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Give me, like him, to ſound my Patron's Praiſe, 
And pluck one Garland of unfading Bays, 
So to the World great Bucxnorss I'll proclaim, 
Enroll with Heroes and with Kings his Name, 
And twine the Wreath immortal as his Fame; 

I'll ſing, my Lord, thy Trophies won 

On bloody Plains of Tennington; 

Sing how thy early Worth was proy d, | 

Mid Scenes of Death thy Soul unmov'd, | 

What Time the Hangman's murd'rous Crew 

The Rebels! mangled Entrails drew; 

Confuſion reign'd, and dire Diſmay 2 vs 

Struck with Remorſe, the God of Day .. _ 

Turn'd his affrighted Beams away. 

But you, my Lord, well ſxill d to cater, 
Reſoly d in Mind, compos d in Feature, 

Seiz d on the Bowels of the Traitor ; 

And, 


( 26 ) 
And, Vultur-like, eat piping hot 
The Liver of rebellious Scot. 
Tell me no more of Turtle. Katers, 
Hogs barbecu d, and monſtrous Creatures, 
Devour'd by Aldermen and Prætors: 
What Member of a Calves- Head Party 
Fer din d fo loyal and ip hearty? 
'Tis true, ſome Men of Taſte and Breeding. 
Copy your Lordſhip's Mode of Feeding, 
And comme il faut their Fingers greaſe 
With rotten Cabbage, Limburgh Cheeſe, 
_ [talian Paſte, and Dainties more | 
Than grac'd th Apician Board of Yorez 
- 'Tranſported when they met, wich Dilhes, - 
That anſwer to theie ardent Wiſhes ; | 


x; 


(9 1 
In Raptures they'll the Cook embrace, 
Saluting him, with French Grimace, 
On both Sides of his greaſy Face; 
80 have they learnt, in foreign Parts, 0 
T' adore the culinary Arts, 
And ſoon, in Eating's noble Science, 
May hope to bid the World Defiance. 
A roaſted Bear did no farall Credit 
© To thoſe, who eat, and thoſe who fed it ; 
But in theſe dreadful Days of Famine, 
While one half of the World is cramming, 
| And bother rioting and damning, 
Kg, Lords, and Commons, all muſt own, 
A Nation's Thanks are your's alone ; 


Your Men of Art, and Science too, 
Their Premium ſhall aſſign to you, 


To 


1 
. To you the Palm, who firſt ſuch Food 
Invented for the public Good, 
g And ſhew'd at once to all Mankind 
Your Country's Love, your Taſte refin d. 
* Thus, when from Heay'n the Pow rs divine 
Came down with TanTALvus to dine, 


The Tydian King, his Banquet to improve, 


On human Fleſh regal'd, and taught great Jov 
To add one Dainty to his Feaſts above. 
| Sweet Patron of the Muſe's Lyre, 
Pnoxzos, if Cer thou didſt inſpire 
One modern Bard with Thehan Fire, 


0 Pind. Olymp. 1. lin. 55, 


Taught 


6 


Taught Him aloft, from Garret Winder, 
To ſound the deep-ton'd Shell of Pinpas, 
And catch his heav'nly Flame like T inder, 
Be BroucuyToN's Games Care, 
And all thy golden Shafts be there. 
Bid Cx 0 quit her bleſt Abode, | 
And ſpeed her Flight to Oxford: Road, 
Adore the Theatre of Baovorron, | | 
And kiſs the Stage his Lordſhip fought on ; 
Let all his Battles be recounted, —=_ 
By-Batt] es, till the Maſters mounted, 


Fly through the liquid Air, ES : 


Ere yet the tender Down began 
To ſhade his Chin, and promiſe Man : 
Tell, to what Deeds of bold Emprize 
We ſaw his manly Strength ariſe 4 
Superior 


f 
| 


18 

Superior to the mean Events 

| of little warlike Accide nts, 

Which till might greatly diſcompoſe 

The Features of our modern Beaux, 
: And from their Macaroni Faces 
Send packing al the Loves and Graces, 
Two batter'd Jaws, aflatten'd Snout, 
Depending like 2 broken Spout, . 
And Wiſdom at one Eye ſhut out. 
Nathleſs the Hero, undifmay'd, 
Purſues the bold Olympic Trade, 
Snuffs up a Battle from afar, 
And trains the hardy Youth to War; 
Nel er mourns: one Miniſter of Light, 
Condemn d in erer during Night 


To 
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55 
To roll and find no Dawn, while t'other 


Does double Duty for it's Brother; 


And when two Chiefs of like Renown 

Grappling conteſt the Pythian Crown : 

The Gods, delighted, oft ſurvey 

His ſingle Orb, with piercing Ray, 

Twinkling direct the doubtful Fray. 
Such, though from Heaven it ſo far be, 
Well-pleas'd, of late they view'd at Derby, 

When Diſcord rag d, and Wrath grew higher, 
Betwixt the NatLor and the Dyzxx: | 
Stern was the Fight; one PALLAs fir d, 
And tother Maxs himſelf inſpir d, 

* Till Jovx, who knew their ſtubborn Spirits, 
Call'd for: his Scales, 40 weigh their Merits; 
S bales iii tes lows. IL, 22, lag 

* | And 


And all the Deities allow, 
Such Sport was ne er beheld till now. 
O! may ſome Bard reſound the Theme, 
From Derwent's Banks to.Thames's Stream! 
Immortalize ſuch. Deeds divine. | 
In far ſublimer Strains than mine! 
Nor let their. Praiſes be omitted, 
Who two ſuch gallant Heroes pitted; 
Forſook their Cards, Dice, Cocks, and Stud, 
For deeper Bets on human Blood: 
Yet not the Drzs, or the NaiLon,. 
Can equal half his paſſiye Valour ;. 
No Bruiſer, fam'd in ancient Story, 
Tranſcend his perſevering Glory. 
E'en the ſtern. Maſter of the ſev'n-fold Sbield,. | 
Who fore d the doughty Trojan from the Field; 


E'en- 


8 ( 8-2 | | 
Een the Dictator, who by yielding won 


His tardy Triumphs o'er Amilcar's Son, | 
The Libyan Chiefs from fair Tarentum drove, 
And bore their Spoils to Capitolian Jovs, | 
Submit to Bocznocaja in the fame Degree 
As Water yields to Gin, or Scotch Baubee 
To Cæsax's golden Face. Permit, my Lord, 
The Muſe who tunes her Throat 
| To Victory's gladſome Note, 
The black-ey'd Nymph Trata to record 
What erſt theſe Eyes beheld. — 


"'T was at the Vefimin ler Election, 
When factious Chiefs brew'd Inſurrection, 
A boiſt rous independant Wight, | 
Confiding in his giant Might, 
Provo k d thee to th athletic Fi ght; 
Arraignd 


( 24+ ) 5 
Arraign' d thy free, thy Britiſh Spirit, 
And ſet at nought thy patriot Merit; 
With Look malign, and Taunt ſevere, 


Swore that your Lordſhip's Fate was near, 


And whiſper d Bburn in thine Ear. 

I heard the Wretch thy Mother curſe, 

With Language vile, Invective worſe 

Than reigns at Billing ſpate, or even 

At the fam d Chapel of St. Sr— HN; 
While you ſerene, with conſcious Virtue, 
Pull'd off your Waiſtcoat, and your Shirt tog, 


And many a Bang, and many a Cuff, 
Undauntedly ſuſtain d in Buff. | 
But what I deem your Lordſhip's Fort, is, 
You lay collected like a Tortoiſe, 
. Suſferd 


is 
Suffer d the Caitiff to beſtride 
And bruiſe thine unrelenting Hide, 
Till, prodigal of Strength, the Foe 


Such Toil no more could undergo, 
And, quite exhauſted, ſat him down, 


Thinking the Laurels all his own: 
But you, who found you'd got no Harm yet, 
Firſt peep'd from underneath your Armpit, 
. Then, to the Joy of all Beholders, 

Rais d up your Head above your Shoulders, 
Pull'd up your Breeches, ſcratch'd your Head, 
Spit in your Hands, and roll'd your Quid ; 
And then, like ſome great Rhetorician, 
of Greek and Roman Erudition, 

In Senates us'd to wield with Eaſe 
1 Thad of DMOSTHENESs, 
| G Open d 


( 26 ) 
Open'd your Budget to harangue him, 


Before you undertook to bang him, 
Thinking the Hero well might. bear 
One ſhort Philippic in his Ear. 


©© Doſt thou traduce the Bucxnozszs Name, 


* And taint my virtuous Mother's Fame; 
5 Blood of a Bitch! doſt thou preſume 


e At Tyburn to announce my Doom ? 


© Think'ſt thou „ by Devils hatch'd , to quell _. 


*© My patriotic Principle? 


cc Hell blaſt thine Eyes, thou Miſcreant baſe, 5 


*© And Pillory ſeize thy ruthleſs Face, | 
« Ugly as Newgate Steps. — 

os Witneſs ye pure, ye virtuous Tribes, 
« Unmov'd by Penſions a by Bribs, 


cc . 


6 
If e er I pouch'd one ſingle Farthing, 


c 


* 


c 


A 


Since by G-d's Grace I've known the Garden; 
*© Fer taken one unbritiſh Meaſure, 


* Toſtain my Hands with public Treaſure : 


A 


© Say, have I tamper'd with the Stocks? 
“ (Behold this Braſs Tobacco Box, 
Fair Freedom's Boon) have I play'd booty? 


c 


* 


At Tott nbam- Court T've done my Duty. — 


Aſk of yon Stage, where late I fought, 
«© Aſk BzoucuToN's ſelf, if cer I ſought 


* 


One dirty Job ambition d aught 
«© But Gitzs's Welfarel— 


. 


Yet ſtill if Gentlemen concur: ' 


« 


* 


My Poſt of Honour to transfer, 
In abler Hands my Office fix; 
Am ready to reſign my Sticks. 


66 Still 


1 


& Still ſhall J live to wipe my Breech 


«© With thy laſt Words and dying Speech; 

i And your damn'd Figure, in a Halter, 

cc Shall ſmoak on Croacina's Altar; 

< But now, thou Spawn of Whoredom, now is 
«© The Time to ſhew thy Strength and Proweſs ; 
<6 Gird well thy Loins, for I this Day 

<< With Intereſt thy Blows will pay.” 


You ſpoke==-and put a Look ſedate on, 


Bold as when MIchAAT frown'd on SA TAN. 


Then, with the rapid Lightaing's Speed, 
Drove, like a batt'ring Ram, thine Head, 


Plump in his Paunch; the Chief aſtounded, 
Back like a Culverin rebounded. 


* As 


( 29 ) 
* As when ſome Man of Taſte thinks proper 


To cover o'er his Houſe with Copper, 
If chance deſcends nocturnal Jos 
In Storms of Hailſtones from above, 
The Garreteer, with wild Affright, 
Starts from the balmy Bleſſings of the Night, 


Through all the live-long Hours condemn'd to hear. 


The echoing Dome re-bellow to his Ear; 
Thus wn the valiant Wight confounded, 
His clatt'ring Cheeks and Temples ſounded ; 
While you with frequent Fiſt aſſail'd him, 
With Chuckers in the Mazzard nail'd him, 
And Clicks upon the Muns regal'd him Th 


© -Quam mulid Grandine Nimbi 
Culminibus crepitant, &c. 175 | 


* 


| 95 
Virg. Eneid. 5. lin, 453. 
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Nor 


* 


„ 
Nor didſt thou not amuſe with Leggers, 


Croſs - Buttocks, flying Mares, and Peggers, 7 3 


Fall with your Elbows in the Bellows, 
Scatter the Grinders, cloſe the Smellers, 
Darken the Day-Lights!—Muſe, be brief. 
You faw the Store- Room of the Chief 
Surrender its Election Beet, ot 
Reluctant Dumpling, Beer, and Gravy, 
And heard each [Beds Bowel cry—Peccavi. 


E Who Flatt'ry's menial Arts purſue, 
| Unenvy'd let the ſervile Throng 
Their Patrons lull with venal Song, 
{ Neeer was I vers'd in Dedication, 


Or trod the Paths of Adulation : 


Think bez Lord, I join the Crew _ 


May 


6 
May I be doom'd all Day to wait 
The Iſſue of ſome dull Debate, 
In Robin Hood's well-crouded Senate; 
(Which, Thanks to Heav'n, but once I've been at, 
And then the Baker's Man made free 
To take me into Cuſtody.) 
But, what is worſe, may you refiiſe 
The Labours of my faithful Muſe, 
If aught in Flattery I mention, ; 
In Hopes of Biſhoprick or Penſion; 
I know your Modeſty is ſuch, 
| You hate to be admir'd too ns . 
But if your Lordſhi p had . + 
The Troops that Day Prince Ferdinand did, 
On Minden's Plains the Gallic Foe : 
Had met their final Overthrow ; 


To 


„ 
To you the Senate had decreed 
A Statue, for thy glorious Meed, 
Returning, like Germanic Cxsan, 
Triumphant from the Banks of Wezer.. 
Perhaps your Lordſhip may declare, 
You hate a continental War, 
That you from Childhood was afraid 
Of Powder, Balls, and Cannonade;, 
Why didſt thou then, with Patriot Zeal, 
1 llume the Rocket-loaded Wheel, 
Big with Combuſtion , when ſuch Praiſe 
Redounded from the Peace of Aix i 
And this triumphant frugal Nation; 
To liſt ning Europe s Admiration, 
Made all her Cannon echo louder 


Than thund'ring Jovs ; and ſpent her Powder, 


As 


E 
As freely as our warlike Swains 


Aſſembled on their peaceful Plains, 

To ſcorch their Fingers, Wigs, and Noles, 
| Firing--prv Aris et pro Focn. 

Say why, my Lord but lo! the Muſe 
No more theſe arduous Themes purſues ; 
Unable thy Exploits to fing, ' | 
Trembling ſhe checks her tow'ring Wing, 
Speeds to domeſtic Soenes of Life, 
Sighs to ſalute thy virtaous Wife. 

o] may ye long unparted prove 

The Bleſſings of copnubial Love, 

Live to exhibit, in this queer Age, 

A bright Example to the Peerage; 

Grace Marybone, your ancient Seat, 785 
And Hockley-Hole's ſecure Retreat, 

I 
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Where you, as quiet and ſerene as 


Great Africanus, or Mecenas, 
From Toils of State, from Noiſe and Care, 
To calm Retirement's Joys repair: 
While Lady Bucxronss tunes her Throat 
To many a ſoft love-labour'd Note, 
Culls each Burletta Strain ſhe heard in 
The comic Op'ras of the Garden, „ 
And teaches TRIVIA to repeat 
Iralian Airs, in Engliſh Ditties ſweet. | 
| Much would your Lordihip'sErndition ee 1.4 
Improve ſuch ſprightly Compoſition ; + | 
And ſhould ſome Bard, in future Ves, 
Collect the Works of modern Peers, 
(If right I augur) twill be thine 
Firſt in the noble Liſt to ſhine. e 7 : 


( 8 3 
O! may your Candour, Taſte, and Eaſe, 


Inſtruct my artleſs-Muſe-to pleaſe; 

* May ev ry bolder Stroke be heighten d... 
And by your abler Pencil brighten'd | 

So ſhall I raiſe my ſuture Song | 

High above all the tuneful Ihrong, 


Boaſting, as once the comic Bard did, 

That Lælius all my Toils-rewarded : 
So may the Gods attend my Pray's,. 

And make thy hopeful Son and Heir, 


Young Bucxnosse, their peculiar Care; 
Whoſe Virtues, like fair Flow'rs, expand, 
Rais d by your Lordſhip's foſt'ring Hand Fas 
Tranſplanted from Newmarket Races 
To Alma Mater's chaſte Embraces, 


8 


* Yide Middleton. 
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„ 
Where late he came, with Reſolution 
T' obſerve each pious Inſtitution, 
With filial Duty to regard her; 
(Example rare!) and with ſuch 6 0 
Purſu d his academic Studies, | 
As worthy of his noble Blood is : 
Here did he woo the modeſt Nine, 
| And tune their Inſtruments divine; 
| So much improve his nat ral Parts, 
| That in three Weeks he won our Hearts, 
| And gain'd a Maſterſhip of Arts. | 
Now travels far the Apt beyond, 
Of more polite Amuſements fond, = 
In which, I hope, and muſt ſuppoſe ſo, — 
He'll ſoon become a Virtuoſo: 8 


J 
Kind Heav'n protect him! Safe from Harms 
Reſtore him to his Country's Arms, 
In Britain's public Poſts to join 
The Heroes of the Patriot Line : 
Then may we hope once more to ſee 
The ſmiling Days of Liberty, 
When Son and Sire at once eſpouſes 
Her ſacred Cauſe in both their Houſes, 
And each his Influence extends 
To Virtue only and her Friends: 
Pleas'd that fuch patriotic Souls 
Will condeſcend to drain his Bowls 5 
Wi1LtDMAN once more his Houſe reſuming, 
| In Tranſports ſhall his Lights relumine.— 
And when (may Heav 'n ordain it late) 
Your Lordſhip ſhall ſubmit to Fate, 
K 


When 
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„ 
When, after many a well-fought Field, 
Yourſelf to conq'ring Death ſhall yield, 
(As yield you muſt, and that bright Eye 
Add Glory to it's kindred Sky). 
You ſhall for ever be TRR NoTzD, 
And I to diſtant Ages quoted, 
My Lord, 2 
Your Lordſhip's 
molt devoted, 


Cambridge, 
Dec. 1, 1767. 


POSTSCRIPT. 
My Lord, it grieves me to relate 
The worthy Dr. Bol TER's Fate; 


He 


6 
He found his Appetite decreas'd 
E'er fiance the Viſitation Feaſt, 
Sent for Advice, but ſent in vain, 
For all the Æſculapian Train 
Were met that Week in Varuicl- Lane; 
Where certain peaceful learned Leeches, 
a Wich Hammers, Iron-Crows, and Speeches, 
And Blackſmiths arm'd, were making Entries 
By Ways unknown to Coke and Fentric, 
While other harmleſs Sons of GalExN, 
Theſe barb'rous civil Feuds bewailing, 
Prepar d their Engines for aflailing : 
So while, his Dignity aſſerting, 
Old Dr. Squ1tLs behind the Curtain, 
Pointed his Leathern Tube to play on 


His Friend Sir OxxuRL Mac yaon, 
Seiz d 


„„ 
Seiz d with an Hiccup, Flux, and Phthiſic, 
—THh' Archdeacon dy d, for Want of Phyſic;— 
By which your Toadland Living's vacant, 
beg your Lordſhip not to ſpeak ont; — 
» (For previous to a Man's Interment, 
G-d knows I ſeek not his Feen :) 
But, as I've taken my Degree, 
And grow impatient to be free 
AI wiſh, my Lord, you'd think on me. 
And if, my Lord, your Lordſhip chuſes 
A Man of all Work for your Muſes, 
(uch as, for great Men's private Uſes, 
This Seat of Learning oft' produces) 


To clean a Buskin, or a Sandal. 


To hear you ſpout, and hold the Candle,— 


To 


64 
To fire your Crackers in the Papers 
To cure unpenſiom d Friends of Vapours— 
Do dirty Jobs about the Houſe too — 
I am Tu Man that you may truſt to; 
And humbly beg, that you'll incline 
10 make that pleaſing Office mine. 


Indulge me ſtill one more Requeſt, Sir, 

T' oblige my worthy Friend SyLvesTzs, 

Who, from your Lordſhip's Grace and Bounty, 
Hopes to be Sheriff for the County ; 

F ird with a gen rous Emulation 

T excel in that important Station, 

His Beeves, his Sheep, the Squire devotes 
To Lace, to Liv'ries, Hats, and Coats; 
And gives us to expect next Year all 
A grand A ſſembly in the Shire-Hall : 
„ E'en 


44290 
E'en now his venerable Coach is | 
New gilding, e're th Aſſize approaches; 
No longer at the Tax repining, 
Tranſported he reviews the Lining, 
Which he remembers, when a Boy, 
Was faſhionable brown Cafoy; 


Now, like your Lordſhip's Face, appears 


Well- worn, but not ſubdu'd, by Years : 


Oft' dreams he of Election Journies, 
Writs, Jailors, Hangmen, and Attornies, | 
Of Trumpets echoing in his Ears, 
Full-bottom'd Perriwigs, and Spears; 
Hears Voices at a Diſtance humming, 

« Make Way, make Way—The Snn1vt's a-coming.” 
Then in his balmy Sleep he trudges, 
With milk-white Wand „ before the Judges; 


Or 


( 43 ) 
Or thinks, in Velvet Coat array'd, he 


Meets at the Ball his frizzled Lady, 
Who looks half pleas'd, and half affrighted, 


E'er fince her Huſband has been knighted. 


Yet ſtill, my Lord, with due Submiſſion, 
Before you realize his Viſion, 
The Squire entreats you'd * * * 
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Then, to requite your Lordſhip's Favour, 15 8 
I hope he'll uſe his beſt Endeavour, 
As one good Turn demands another, 
To make RzTuanNs to ſerve your Brother. 
APPENDIX; 
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P PE N DI X: 
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SOON „e 
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De AuTaos's Converſation with his Books ELLER, &c. &c. 


5 


SCENE, London, a BooksBLLER's Shop. 
Enter Au rox, /miling, and rubbing bis Hands. 


AU T HOR, 
ELL, Sub zn —and how d'ye go on with my Book ? 


I knew it would anſwer the Trouble I took. 
I ove that you like my Collection of Rhymes; 
Don't you think tis a neat little Touch on the Times ? 


SLIDER. 


6 45 ) 


' SLIDER, 


Run, Boy—can't you ſee that Miſs Bazz ana Stop, 
And My Lady Box rox, are come into the Shop? 


AUTHOR, 

The Copics I ſent were but Eighty-five Score, 

| And I took it for granted you wanted ſome more: 
80 1 call'd, Mr. SrIp ER, on that Suppoſition, 
Before I came out with my Second Edition. 


F 


SLIDER. 
And another great Wit-is arriv d, I declare, 
Mr. T16nTzooT' is Juſt ſtepping out of his Chair. 


Enter Lady RoxTox, Miſs BA AAN Stor, and the 
Hon. Mr. TicaT8oor: 


Lady BON TON. 
Mr. Sl 1b ER, you've nothing that's clever, I doubt; 
No Book that's en gaging and pretty come out. 
NM | What 


: ( 46 ) 
What an Age of Barbarians ! there's nothing, God knows, 


That's worth, one's Attention, in Verſe br in Proſe, 
AUTHOR, 1 himſelf. 
N ow I wonder that blockheadly Fellow won't mention 
' My Book, which, I'm fare, would engage her Attention. 
How happy, how ſnug, ſhould I fit here alone, 
And feel ſuch Delight as few Authors have 3 
To be read and admir d by the Wits of the Age, 
And view em with Raptures turn over my Page 
Mis BAB 
T'm quite caſt away, my dear Lady Boron, 


Im afraid 1 muſt ſpend all this Ev'ningealone: 


I wiſh on ſome pretty ſhort Thing I could light, 
I'd give it a thorough Peruſal to-night. 

Well | I own there is nothing I meet with too long, 
That's manly and ſpirited, nervous and ftrong ; 


Yet 


( 47 ) 
Yet tender and delicate Joys can impart, 


And with ſweet Senſibility touches my Heart. 


SLIDER. 
Then, Madam, here's ſomething will pleaſe the Peruſer, 
A Pindaric Epiſtle addreſo d to a Bruiſer,” 


Lady BONTON, 
O for Shame, Mr. Sits! you'll make us quite fick ; 


Mr. Ti6uTBooT condemn'd all that Traſh to Old Nick. 
What a vulgar Performance! what Bear. garden Writing | 
I proteſt it has ſet all my Children a- fighting. 


Mr. TIGHTBOOT. 
Why, by G—d, if to Wit there be any Pretenſion, 
I ſwear it is far above my Comprehenſion. 
What damn'd, unacoountable Lies has he told ; 
Of Dragons, and Lions, and Jockies of old! 
1 


ar 


(48) 

I'm ſure that he rode but a bitter bad Horſe, 

For he flogg d him moſt damnably over the Courſe. 
| Pray where is his Moral? or what was his Object, 
In chuſing that horrible Wretch for his. Subject ? 
A Scoundrel like that is a Scandal to Ink —— 


Mis BAB. 

The Subjed's as good 2s the Verſe, Sir, I chink: 
| Beſides, he don't give us the leaſt Intimations, 
What he means by his impudent Inſinuations. 

Lady BON TON. 

No—T wiſh that I knew who the Perſon imply d is, 
In a certain Account that he gives of 3 
T've try d but I can't make the leaſt Application 
To any one Man that I know in the Nation. 


Miſs 


(6 


Miſs B A B. 
Ma'em, the Thing of all others he gives me the Spleen in, 


Is, the bringing in Por lux, -- without any Meaning. 


AUTHOR. 
Racks! Tortures! Damnation! Death ! Hell ! and Confuſion ! 
They have no Kind of Taſte for a Claſſic Alluſion! (Afide) 


Miſs B A B. | 
Come—pray, Mr. TicxTzoor, find out ſomething, do— 


And give us your Thoughts on a Work of Virtu, 


Mr. TIGHTBOOT. | 
No—my Time is too precious this Morning, I ſwear, 
ve not the tenth Part of a Moment to ſpare : 
My Lord Wutsr1z) acxer ſo deep in my Debt is, 
And JzMuy BLacxaNncLs ſo apt to forget is, 


I muſt ſeek them at AlMAcx's, at AxrHURs, or Berry's. 


N Miſs 


4 
Miss B A B. 
Oh ! pray, Mr. Ticarzoor, firſt give us 2 Sight 
Of the ſweet pretty Thing, that you ſhew'd me haſt Night. 


| Mr. TIGHTBOOT. 

No beg you'd excuſe me; you know very well 
What I ſhew'd you laſt Night was a mere Bagatelle— 
A ſmall Jeu d Eſprit—— | 


Miſs B A B. 


Nay, you promis d you'd give it; 
Tho'1 put my Hand into your Pocket, I'll have it. 


Lady BONTON. | 
Ah do, my dear'Creature—do'put your Hand in, do» 
Never mind that impertinent Man at the Window. 
| 1 Mis B A B. 
Well! I vow I have found it! F ve got it at length !--- 
Lock here, my dear Madam tiers Spirit and Strength 5 
. What 


6 


What tender, what delicate Thoughts it conveys ! 
What manly, what ſenſible Taſte it diſplays ! 


Oh Heavens !---ſuch Meaſure ! ſuch F ecling | ſuch---Oh---- 
| Reads. 


To CORNELIA. 
1. 
\U PID, God of gentle Training, 
VENUs, Queen of rapid Fires, 
Time, old Time, new Wings obtaining, 


Spurs my keen and ſtrong Deſires: - 
IE 
Oh! then, if you're in the Dark yet 
Why the verdant Turf I ſhun; | 
Why no more I court Newmarket, 
Where ſuch glorious, Palms I. won z 


Aſc 


( 38 ) 
THE III. 
Aſk not me, but aſk the Graces, 
A 5 Which with fair CouxEI IA dwell; 
Aſk her free, her fond Embraces, 
They alone the Cauſe can tell. 
IV. 
Fly then, fly, ſuſpicious Hyun, 
Looſe your vain, connubial Ties; 
What your envious Laws deny Men, 
Love, unbridled Love, ſupplies. 


” 12 
Oh! that now we were together 

On the boiſt'rous Waves at Reſt | 
I ſhould fear nor Wind nor Weather, 


In her ſnowy Arms embrac'd. 


Sporting 


( 


VI. 
Sporting CuP1Ds round us hovering, 
Am'rous Nezz1Ds round us play; 
All with Azure Mantles covering, 


. To the Cyprian Shore convey. 


VII, 
NEPTUNE will rejoice in joining 
Two congenial Souls in one; 
Ev'ry tender Thought combining, 


Who without her is undone. 


Mis B A B. 


Now, by all that's poetical, tender, and witty, 


"Tis charmingly moving, pathetic, and pretty! 


The Subject's fo pleaſing ! 


” "ue Ie — — 
* 
— ow — — 
— — — — 
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4 BON TON. 
My dear, very true 
And of excellent Senſe, 8 Morality too 
Take a Copy, dear Baz—as for you, Mr. SL Ip ER, 
J am ſorry to ſay, you're a wretched Provider, 
Quite a | pauvre Genie \—now I take it for granted, 
You never have ſent me the Books that I wanted | 


| SLIDER. | 
Yes, indeed, my good Madam !—indeed, you muſt know, 
I ſent all your Ladyſhip's Books long ago. SN, 

| / died S o Whiſpers his Journeyman. 
Mr. BnushzR, pray pack up The Lives of the Actors, 


With the Birth and Exploits of the nine Malefactors, 
The Punch-Bowl, the Love-Match, the Lucky Eſcape, 
An Appeal to the Public from Miſs KiTTY TRa PE, 
And the laſt Seſſions-Paper, containing a Rape. 


Don't 


E 
Don't forget all the Trials, and Pleas for Divorces; 


And ſend Mr. TicuTzoor, Poxp's Book upon Horſes, 
Be ſure you diſpatch em before they get there, 


Directed to Lady BownToN, in the Square. 


[Exeunt Wirs, Carr ics, and BxusHER, Manent AUTHOR and StipzR. J 


| AUTHOR. 
I'm fry to find you've no more Complaiſance, Sir, 
Do you make all your Authors thus wait for an Anſwer ? 
Can't you ſpeak? Don't you ſee I'm impatient to go? 


Will you have any Copies of BUCKHORSE, or no? 


SEIBEX 
Why, how can you aſk if I'd have any Copies, 
When you ſee that your Book a Diſgrace to my Shop is? 
Only look at that Corner | by G--d, it is F act, 


There they ſtand, ev'ry one, in a Bundle unpack'd | 
| [Aurnon 7urns pale.] 


Why 


„ 
Why, Sir, I perceive you re a little dejected 


AUTHOR, Biting bis Lips. 
Not at all---not at all—I'm ſurpriz'd you ſuſpect it! 
Not the leaft diſappointed my Book won't go down---- 
I'm onl y concern'd for the Taſte of the Town. 
Yet ſtill let me periſh by critical Laws a 
If I ſuffer Damnation, do, tell me the Cauſe. 


SLIDER. 
Why, then, to be plain, if you muſt know the Reaſon, 
You've writ neither Blaſ phemy, Bawdy, nor Treaſon : 


We hop'd-you had ſomething that's vendible for us, 


But we find it is nothing but PIN DAR and Honack! 


A mere Compilation! 


AUT HO R. (Afac.) 
Ye Gods | grant me Patience, 


Sufficient to anſwer ſuch preſſing Occaſions | 


Sure 


4 


Sure the Law would not hang me for taking the Pains 


To knock out an ill-judging Bookſeller's Brains 


SLIDER 


Beſides, to explain the whole Truth of the Matter, 


You've not the leaſt Notion of per ſonal Satire. 


Why, how do you think that I go thro' the Year, 

And keep ſuch a Table, when Things are ſo dear ? 
One Day a good Joint, and the next Day a Haſh? _ 

Not by Greek and by Latin, and ſuch Kind of Traſh: 

N o—(thank G--d Almighty,) I've got by one Libel 


More than ever I loſt by the Notes on the Bible! 


Would you write a ſarcaſtical Thing that is pleaſing? 
A good deal of Acid 'tis proper to ſqueeze in. 


You ſhould ſcribble away without Fear or Controul, 


And feel no Remorſe, or Compunction of Soul. | 4 


P „ 
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"Tis your daggering stuff, my good Friend, you will find, 


That hits the malevolent Taſte of Mankind. 

Go boldly to work, and with Freedom aſſail, 
Not give us a wild allegorical Tale, 

For which by both Parties you ſtand reprehended, 
For political Meanings to neither intended: 

The Ladies, you ſee, very juſtly remark, 

That a Reader ſhould SIR be left in the Dark ; 
And for that very Reaſon. ſome Critics have ſaid, 


* You muſt be forgotten as ſoon as youre read.” 


| e Re - © 1 oy 
Mr. SLip Ex, Tm under a thorough Conviction, 
Moſt Authors fulfil that unhappy Prediction; 
And am glad the Republic of Letters think fit 
To chooſe ſuch reſpectable Judges of Wit, 


> 


Who, 


6 
Who, no doubt, have a Licence to hang, ad quarter, 
But never ſhould put a poor Bard to the Torture : 
For many an Author, no doubt, they will find, 


Who'll hear his dead Warrant, compos'd and reſign'd; 


Yet ſtill may with Juſtice and Reaſon complain, 
If his Senſe and his Meaning they torture and ſtrain: 
And others may think it as hard to attone 


For Meaning and Senſe, when perhaps they have none. 


Now, to me tis a Matter of very great Wonder, 
That learned Society made ſuch a Blunder, 
As to tell all the World that my poor Dedication 
Had to Party or Politics any Relation: 
No, no- put my PEGAs us into the Pound, 
If ever he treads on political Ground; 
And take up my Muſe to beat Hemp in the Fleet, 
If you once catch her walking in Parliament. ret « 
Lord 


. . 

Lord BocxhoksE, tis true, in theſe patriot Days, 

Seem'd to me no contemptible Topic of Praiſe ; 

Beſides, he's the only great Man in the Nation 
To whom I acknowledge the leaſt Obligation ; 

| He's my Friend and my Patron, and is it not hard, 

When the Muſes have paid him the juſteſt Regard, 

That any Great Perſon ſhould claim for his own, 

The Praiſe that is due to his Lordſhip alone ? 

I'm ſurpris'd Men of Senſe ſuch a Meaning invent 

For a Thing, which a mere Dedication was meant 

To a much better Work, and of larger Extent: 

But fince I have met with ſuch curſed Succeſs, 


5 The Flames ſhall receive it inſtead of the Preſs. 
SLIDER, 
Come, come—you ſhould think of explaining your Hints, 


Or adding a few little humourous Prints; 


If 


G6) 


If you top it and tail it by GaGNοd and Wars, 
Vou may ſtill have a Chance of | promoting the Sale, 


Gad ! Ill venture to give you Five Pound for the Copy ! 


AUTHOR, (Alde.) 


What Mortal e er ſaw ſuch an impudent Puppy? 


8 
Come I'll go ſomething further, and Rand to all Hazards 
Of ſelling your Leggers and Clicks on the Mazzards — 


III make it Six Pieces; and, as I'm a Sinner, 
Can give nothing more but a Family-Dinner : 


If you're quite diſengag'd, you are welcome to ſtay, 


I've ſome very good Company dine here to- day; 
There's a Paſtoral Poet from Leadenhall-ſtreet, 
And a Liberty-Writer juſt come from the Fleet; 


With a clever young Fellow, that's making an Index, | | 


Who, perhaps, may aſſiſt you to write an ArrENDIX; 


Q And 


| (6) 
And a Taylor, up three Pair of Stairs in the Mews, 
Who does the political Jobs forthe News, 


And works now and then for the Critic Reviews, 


AUTHOR. (ln @ Paſtin.) 
O ye Gods! if to puniſh ſome damnable Sin, 
Ye had ſteep'd me in Poverty up to the Chin ; 
Condemn'd me to wander, diſtreſs d and forlorn, 
Mid Penury, Nakedneſs, Hunger, and Scorn ; 
If to purchaſe a Dinner one Sixpence was able, 
Where the Knives and the Forks ions chain'd down to the Table; 
With Joy to the Garret aloft would I go, 
Or dive down as deep to the Cellar below, 
But with Pride, with due Pride, I'd your Offer diſdain, 
And ne'er, on ſuch Terms, would a Dinner obtain 
Mr. Sripzx, farewell !—other Authors employ, 


And long may you live better Taſte to enjoy 


As 


| 4 
As for me, I ſhall full as good Company meet 
At the Bort, or the DA do, in Biſbopgate-ſercet; 
And as ſoon as AURORA firſt gladdens the Sky, 


To GranTa's Embraces once more will I fly. 


SCENE changes to the Back BULL, in Biſhopgate-ſtreet. 


Aurnon ſolus, in a thoughtful Poſture. 


Mr. Tionrzoor's Reflection was poignant and hurting— 
Fho' he look'd like a damnable Fool, that is certain wt 

J am laugh'd at by Women, and vile Poetaſters— 

But that is the ſmalleſt of all my Diſaſters. 


Alas! what a Change, ſince my Pamphlet has flown |! 
Ah! there is the Rub ! 


all my Hopes are undone !--- 

All Chance of the Toadland Preferment is gone ! | 

[Starting up.] 
The 


„nn. 
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The Paths of Ambition no more I'I purſue 


Ye flattering Dreams, gay Illuſions, adieu! 


Other Cares, other Pleaſures, my Thoughts ſhall employ, 


Intellectual Pleaſures, that never can cloy. 

Hail, heavenly Sctexcs | I kneel at thy Shrine, 
Thou Source of all Treaſures! thou Goddeſs divine! 
You cheriſh in Youth, you delight in old Age, 

In ev'ry Condition thy Beauties engage d 

'Tis 35 that to Riches true Splendor beſtow, 

Our Comfort in Want, and our Refuge in Woe; 
Abroad if we wander, at Home if we ſtay, 

In Town and in Country, by Night and by Day, 
'Tis thine, facred Serence-! new Charms to diſplay; | 
How much I rejoice thou haſt choſen thy Seat 

In GranTa's delightful, and quiet Retreat! 


5 


2 


Where 


— — 4 


| 
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Where Men of ſuch Piety, Learning, and Senſe, 
Diſtribute thy Gifts at ſo ſmall an Expence, 
And ſeaſon the Minds of well-diſciplin'd Youth, 
With patriot Maxims of F reedom and Truth ; 
Regardleſs of Changes in Church or in State, 


They ne'er court the Favours and Smiles of the Great; 


But with Eyes unretorted Preferment can view, 
Thro the calm Walk of Virtue Life's Journey purſue ; 
For Candour, for Softneſs of Manners, renown'd, 
Shed the Bleſſings of Peace and Contentment around 
And, far from Malignity, Faction, and Noile, 

With Dignity ſeek philoſophical Joys : 

Yes—there, with Example and Precept ſupply'd, 

To Wiſdom's bright Altar my Steps will I guide: 

O Genius of Athens | with thee will I rove 


In the Shade of your charming Pierian Grove; 


R Where 
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Where the learned old Cam, on his echoing Shore, 
Remurmurs ſweet Sounds of Socratical Lore, | 
Replete with deep Knowledge, his {ſlow Way purſues, 
And pays his rich Tribute to murmuring Ouæe, 

As clear as 1hyſſus, who lav'd the green Wood 

Of fair Melanie, great PLaTo's Abode, 

And told his wiſe Tale to Callirrhee's Flood : 

There take me, in all thy-chaſte Beauties array'd, 

Oo bleſt INDEPENDENCE | adorable Maid! 

FairVirtue, fair Science, acknowledge thy Reign, 
Health, Eaſe, and Tranquillity, ſport in thy Train! 
Where'er, with mild Luſtre, you gild the calm Scene, 
Stern Pedarftry, Churliſhneſs, Envy, and Spleen, 

All fly, gentle Nymph | at thy Preſence ſerene; 

All wing their foul Way from the peaceable Cell, 
Where thou condeſcendeſt, bright Virgin! to dwell : 


For 


„„ 


For thee, of freſh Flowrets a Chaplet I'Il weave, 


So grant me thy Bleſſings once more to receive; 


So teach me, in Peace to my Fortune reſign'd, 
No longer to flatter or cenſure Mankind, 
In Error's vain Mazes bewilder'd and blind, 
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